SCENE ii                                                   BELISARIUS

ANASTASIUS.                                   This wedding gift

The Emperor promised, what if it be gone,
And favour with it ?    I've my hands and brain,
Some skill in soldiering, yourself have said,
And with the spur of such a wife as this
Glory, I think, should not be hard to find,

ANTONINA. And while you're seeking for your glory, pray,
What does my daughter do ?   Wash out your shirt,
Or, hanging over an old iron pot,
Cook onions for your soldiers ?

JOANNINA.                                           Rather that,

Than this, without him !

BELISARIUS.                               That is love, my girl's!

ANTONINA. You'll listen to this milk-and-water talk,

This vapoury, moonshine business ?   Trust in me,
I have my reasons when I break the match;
Have not my counsels ever been the best,
In peace, or war ?    In Italy ? at Rome ?

BELISARIUS. I've trusted in that virile brain of yours,
And it has served me well; but now, I doubt
It is your femininity's at fault.

ANTONINA. Because you let yourself be moved by tears,
And all this womanish armoury; I know,
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